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we had merely crossed these valleys from side to side and saw
them extending into the distance on either hand. It was
interesting therefore to follow one of them down its course,
and our generally eastward march gave us many oppor-
tunities of repeating the experience during the next few days,
as the line of least resistance coincided roughly with our
desired direction. Such valleys vary a good deal in length,
perhaps from three to eight miles, and our plan was generally
to march up their centre and cross the moraine tracts in which
they ended to the next, and so forth. Here and there we
passed by patches of the underlying desert surface swept bare
by the wind and covered with light grit.
Every now and then the sands told the tale of some animal
of the baggage-train fallen by the way or couched to have its
load readjusted. And in one spot we gleaned a harvest of
onions which had fallen unobserved. We divided them
among us and ate them with relish for we were famished. I
had spurned the proffered feast of the previous evening and
had had nothing but dates for six days, with a strictly limited
ration of sweet biscuits, which had been my only luxury during
the whole journey (to be eaten with my tea). I was weak
with hunger and weary in spirit. To some extent perhaps my
long abstention from water had something to do with the
state of feebleness, which only now, in these early moments
of desponding, I recognised with some feeling of alarm. Doubt-
less also the long days of strenuous exertion on a meatless
diet accounted for part of my weakness, and it seemed un-
likely enough that any meat would be forthcoming, for even
the hares seemed to have abandoned the droughty waste and
we had seen none for several days. There was nothing to do
but struggle on, and I rode aloof from my companions,
silently, rejecting the solace of their society and chatter to
mark the disappointment that lay as a gulf between U3.
Everything, I felt, depended on leaving them to ponder the
probable consequences of a final failure with the knowledge
that my ultimate approbation and bounty could only be
secured by acquiescence in my objective. That had now
become an obsession—the crossing of the waterless waste—
as the exploration of the Great South Desert in general had

